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unquestionably should not have noticed, were it not that we wished to 
warn certain poor gentlemen against being tempted, by the plausibility 
of pedigree-makers, to seek for honours and claim titles which they 
would be much better without. Besides which, we feel that if such 
worthies as Mr. Lynch have no more substantial grounds for the exer- 
tion of their industry and research, than in fitting genealogical tails to 
paper kites, they would (to use an Irish licence of the pen) be much 
more profitably employed in doing nothing. For, though it is very con- 
ceivable what a good thing it must be for a poor child of Adam, in his 
generation, to strut through life as a great territorial lord, such as the 
Duke of Northumberland, or the Earl of Grosvenor, or the Duke of 
Leinster, and so forth ; so we cannot imagine any thing so wretched, so 
pitiful, so provoking, as to see a proud pauper furnished with a title by 
means of such men as Mr. Lynch, sneaking about through the world, 
encumbered by a name which sets looking-glasses around all his poverty, 
and throws a glare on all his wretchedness. Some of our readers may 
think, that in the course of our observations we have been unusually se- 
vere upon the author attd his book. But, in addition to the causes al- 
ready mentioned, we must own that the natural evenness of onr temper 
was ruffled, and our indignation aroused by the haughty, magisterial, 
and coxcombical diction and ex-cathedra manner of this Deputy Chief 
Remembrancer of his Majesty's Exchequer — this ex-reporting officer of 
the land revenue. 
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I hear thy voice— I bail the light 

That sparkles Mill around thee, 
As softly lustrous, calmly bright, 

As when my young heart found thee. 
Unseen, unknown, unsought — and woo'd 
My Mary's gentle maidenhood ! 

What mert thou then } A lovely thing ! 

A flower the storms had pass'd. 
That knew nor wind nor withering ; 

A hidden stream, that fist 
Plows onward, seen and known of none. 
Vet harping wild strains though alone ! 

What art thou r Is thy placid cheek 

Less lovely ? or thine eye — 
That deep blue eye — less brightly meek f 

The Vesper of my sky I 
I know not — charms may still be thine— 

I only know thou art not mine I 

Too lovely lost one ! Days may pass, 
A heart that lov'd may dream 

I I still can be what once it was ! 
And hope hath many a beam 

To gild with mocking ray an hour, 
Like sunshine on a faded flower. 

Vain fancies ! But let maniacs weave 

Their straw-crowns, and they reign 1 
And with the soulless laugh relieve 

Those Gods— the blest insane ! 
(All life is madness — I would share 
That happy kind which frees from care !) 
VOL, If. H 
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And I, like them, must geek my toy, 

And strive to think it thee ; 
I told my hollow soul of joy— - 

It echoed hollowly ! 
I said, I said, " My heart, 'tis well 1" 
And tears, to mock sacA solace, fell. 

Oh t oft we lisp the phrase of love 

To those our hearts disdain ; 
An hundred idlers round nie move — 

And all the changeless same 1 
Playthings that please, but win us not — 
Alike forgetting and forgot. 

But oft ere now some fairer one — 

A step, a voice, a glance. 
In scenes where pleasure holds her throne, 

And 'mid the flying dance- 
On 1 agony beyond control ! 
Hath flash'd thee on my shuddering soul I 

And then my stricken breast hath sigh'd, 

My looks too well betray 
That my dreams from her I sit beside 

Are wandering far away. 
The peaceful hours, the silent glen, 
float on the breeze of thought again ! 

I sit beneath the oak — I hear 

The stream — I feel the gale ; 
Mine eye is on thy form — mine ear 

Is listening to thy tale I 
Thy lips — (br thon wert then a child- 
Are prattling, innocent, and wild. 

Again I sit beneath the oak, 

Thy hand is clasp' d in mine ; 
Those lips— they move as though they spake, 

And yet they make no sign- 
But oh 1 that timid blush is token. 
Sweeter than lips have ever spoken ! 

The visions fade— I look around, 

Joy, light, and life are there ; 
The ecstacies of thrilling sound, 

And odours in the air. 
She that I sat beside hath flown, 
And I am in the crowd — alone .' 

Such are the dreams of olden days, 

The freezing thoughts that creep 
O'er my chilled soul, amid the blaze 

Of hated mirth— the deep 
Unchanging Fate, whose silent voice 
Bids me still mtep where all rejoice 1 

I cannot smile — I cannot speak 
The trifles Ae can weave, 

W hope joyous eye and flushing cheek 

Have never learned to grieve. 
One task alone the heart can try — 
The last, the sternest— i can die I 
Trinity Ctllege. VY. A. B. 



